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haps, did not dare speak out to Traubel) seems embarrassed by the
too precise interpretations to which his Calamus can lend itself. And
I can understand moreover that he prefers to let each reader discover
in it what he likes.
Read yesterday the wonderful fifth canto of the Lusiad.51
Went far ahead in Dichtung und Wahrheit.
I cling to this notebook as if it were to console me for the slow
growth of my GEdipe. How much easier it is to work according to an
accepted aesthetic and ethic! Writers who are submissive to a recog-
nized religion advance sure of every step. I owe it to myself to invent
everything. At times it is an immense groping toward an almost im-
perceptible light And at times I ask myself: what is the good of it?
They must, of necessity, consider my books vicious, and vicious the
lesson they teach, since those books do not reflect their 'tendencies,
since that lesson does not lead in their direction. And the more vicious,
the more successful they are, the more convincing; and the more nec-
essary it consequently appears to them to combat them.
1 August
I go to buy some cigarettes at Criquetot.
The sight of that ordinary little village (moreover so exactly simi-
lar to many others in the region), each time I return to it, saddens me.
What insufficient regard for hygiene, for comfort, for well-being, for
gaiety! (Skillful gradation in the choice of words,) A sort of sordid
economy seems to have dictated the placing and the contracting of the
houses, in which no one but equally sordid people could achieve a
semblance of happiness, in which any aspiration toward betterment is
condemned to languish miserably. Everything there is ugly, shabby,
set. No public garden, no place except the caf6 to gather in on Sun-
day; no song, no game, show, or music; no invitation to get away for
a minute from one's work and one's most selfish interests. There are
few towns in which one feels less happy to be alive, despite its rela-
tive prosperity. And I think with melancholy of those new villages that
I saw in Germany, where eveiything seems attractive, houses and
people. ...
Little Frangois D., whom I question about what he is going to do
now that he has received his school diploma, tells me that he wanted
to continue studying to become a school-teacher (his mother wanted
to hire him out as a farm-hand). Immense desire to help him, which
immediately filled my heart and made tears come to my eyes. . . .
51 The Portuguese epic by Luiz Vaz de Camoens.